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MASTERLY STORIES OF AMERICAN RANCH LIFE :-: 


By HENRY WALLACE PHILLIPS 

«f tfe Fum« RED 





was a barren day. Great gusts 
^irept in from the 
: of wet dust, mi though 
iscclcaning. and 
peeved over I he operation* 

Before me stretched a "pier. The 
most lonesome pier I ever saw. It 
was an aged and decrepit pier. When- 
ever infrequent" passengers landed 
from rbliing* boats Ihcy did a cancan 
from one solid spot to another. I 
cannot find words to describe the 
wretched loneliness of the structure; 
it looked a! if it were the only thing 
in the world, surrounded by unhappy 
memories and a bleak wind. Still, it 
was a place to go, and I wenL 

And there, huddled against one of 
the rotting, swaying piles, I found 


he continued, "just off"* a Briddish 
ship. I was sit tin" on a dock pre- 
cisely like that one out there, dream- 
in' and philosscrfirin' re gar din' life 
andathtnk*. How is it, I was thinkin', 
every time I get ashore with my pay 
bnrnin' a hole in my leg, I say 1*11 
never go to sea agin? I'm tired of 
bein" cooped up on a heavin", los.in* 
crafl, and I'm so blamed glad to get 
ashore, I has to celebrate. So that 
pay-day proceeds to keep company 
with lots more pay-days, and I'm 
broke and Ion gin' for the heave of ■ 
good ship underfoot agin. 

"These is in the day of wooden 
shipt and iron men. You wouldn't 
believe what a man ! was them days 
—I— welt, shipmate, I ain't the kind J 
to boast, or 1 could tell you mm pin". , 
the A. A. B. This" degree "confers Anyway,, there warn't no »r*uirs, 
the owner the privilege of nof down-cellar "board ship them 

Upt> " " .v. „r. t ,^„™ known times. You was either on deck or 
smoking the worst tobacco known ^ j( ^ ^ (Jrf bucko >( 

to man or pirate, and the power ot ^ ^ ^ (|u fim 

free and untrammeted speed,, or j ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ fly k heUyin 

yonr A. A. B. .* none other than the m ^ ^ |* 



CRUISE 




sail yard, threw a leg over the matn- 
•ky*ail braces, and went down to the 


Ancient Able-Bodied-in other 
words, an antique deep seafaring 
man. 

I looked upon his old, old oilskins, 
the old, old sea-boots, and old, old 
patches of black hide that peeped 
here and there through whiskers 
adrip with rain, and I was almost at 
a loss for words. Then I said in the 
hailing sign of those who worship 
Nicotiana: 

"Got a match?" 

Be eyed me with an old, old eye. 
That eye resembled a pale-blue oys- 
ter. 

"Aye," quoth he. "1 have." 
He did a thumby fingering in many 

upon 


"Split me figgerhead!" say* be. 
"What's acome of the dang thing? 
I bad a one, that's sure." And again 
those thumb-fingers explored, like 
little Hears. 
-Ah." says be, "I got "ef now!" 
He pulled a rubber tobacco pouch 
front his left hind pocket with his 
right front hand. From this pouch 
he took: first, a chamois sack, which 
he balanced carefully on his knee; 
then, fumbling in the deep, dark re- 
cesses of the pouch, he produced an 
old, old match. Once it had been a 
gay, young, red-headed thing, ready 
to brighten and sparkle at a friendly 
touch; but now it was a melancholy 
pink in hue — some of its phosphorus 
had melted down it* side, the wood- 
work was gray with weathering. 

"There ye be, skipper!" said he 
with a certain blitheuess: "but hold 
your rooorin' a minyute, will '«*, till 
1 lay aboard a cargo." 
From another pocket he extracted 


pin at you. There warn't no con- 
versation "boot 'right' and 'left.' That 
kinder talk lakes all the gumption 
out of scafarin*. Fust you know 
this crew of young fellers that's 
do in* things now will be callin* St. 
Peter 'Pete' and aikin' for the loan 
of a bit of chewin*. They ain't got 
proper respect for nothin". 

"Well. I warn't no sea-lawyer for 
to be worritm' *boul things; but 1 
ain't et for three days, an' though I 
kept a haulin' up on my belt, my 
stummick con tin ne red to slack away 
like a moorin' cable on the turn of 
the tide; an' I didn't like that. Fbil- 
osserfirin' don't 611 an empty gizzard. 
Allover sudden t 1 looks up, and here 
come a square-built female a bear in" 
down on me on a fair wind. 
"■Good momin*!* she says. 
" ' 'Mornin" ma'am," says I, cau- 
tious. 'My pay-day's three days 

gone; an' ' 

" *I lutes to disturb you in yonr 
meddertashuns,' says she, "but are 
you look™' for a berth?' 

"•Yes, ma'am, I is,' I says, won- 
derin' if this was some new kinder 
game for the benefit of the 


eyes for savin' him a plate of hash 
ahen be was late to mess account of 
ha viri' fell overboard. 

"The skipper's wife stuck a little 
Bible in each man's aea-bag, an" then 
they all got relig'on. All but Blue- 
nose. He didn't get rL He never got 
nothin'. He was an athyisL I up 
and att him one day: 'Doe* yon 
b'lieve in anything?* 'Yea,' says he, 
a drawl in' through that nose o" his 
'I b'lieve in three meals a day, 1 
does.' 

"Well. sir. when the crei 


idin' 


was in this narrative. To me, hav- 
ing lived my life as far from any 
ocean as one geographically could, 
the simple interests, the directness, 
and democracy of the sea showed in 
strong contrast to my experience with 
the conventions and complexities of a 

through my head the Abte-F 
cast a glance at bis crop 

"My. but we was 
got afloat!" said he. 
9 remissness smote me. 
Barkeeper, to ihe rescue!" I cried*. 
Two trusty schooners of beer sue- 
navigated the passage' across 
VWfi the ' 


elinibin'. Tweren't no time atore we 


Briddisher a followin' my steps' (let- 
tin' on I dope it a purpose). 'On a 


nor the bull land but a place to get 

buried in!' 

■ "'Aw. give overt* says he. 'You're 
'Murrican, ain't you? 1 

" 'Sure am I !' I says. 'Long may 
she wave!' 

"'All right," says he; 'you speak of 
'Murrican things an" I'll listen; but I h «l wr foot in big water. 

give me leave to know a plast^d, I "Me«t mornin* 1 goes into the skip- | ' ankee craft," says I, 'we don't eall a 
bleddy, bloomin". beastly, bally, ; pcr's cabin with the cocoa. Thankee able-bodied till he can jump 

bloated, blighted Briddish bucko kindly,' says he, and swig* her off. halfway up ihe foremast and all the 
pirate when I sees 'im, will yur?" But that afternoon he had to breakaway down the miiaen.' 

•"Well,* says I, po fleetly a-stonnd- 1 up a prayer-meet in' to git some men! "I had him bushed. He didn't say 
ed. 'you're what eddycated people, aloft, an' I beared him swear, , a word, but just heaved the belayin'- 

calls a pessymist— you're wuss— I "And 1 u«kcd lum-iric ndly like. I Hn at me. 

"'What price a Briddish pirate 
now'-' says Blue-nose, when I 
by him. 'You and your Christian 
tlcv.ianf 

- 'Blue-nose.' says I. 'I 
in my man, an' 1 admits it, honest. 


"Just as I hit the mi t«n. ky sail the 
old man let such a roar out'n him it 
made me lose my grip, and down I 
■ mto the slack of tbe 
that to the minen- 
to'gallantsail, then, kerswoopt bump- 
in' from minentopsails into tbe ero'- 
iack, and then on a pile of tarpaulins 
all right and handy -o! While the 
skipper sings out from the nittaen 1 ccssfully 

trucks, Thar' yer blamed Yankee I th * har. With the foam on "hi* lip*, 
That'll hold yer sass-box shut for a ""J""* "snmed: 
while. I hopes'' ^ J w * " oa,e 'l »hout in that ship's 

„ c _ , • . I ooai— well. I dunno bow lone- but it 

So I jumps up msunt and touch,* seemed like months and months! 
my cap an says: 'In no way* desenr- • tvery mornin*. whilst Blue-nose held 
in" of them words, skipper, but alius ')"**• 1 skipper a spoonful of 

I dry cocoa. My soul! How he hol- 
How he said hr"J do for me 
time' But a prummi* is a. 


I* recall* she looked a little pecooliar 
around the eye*. But then I didn't 
seem to notice it, t 

"We heaved up bright a/; early 
and away we goes. WindJ holdin' " ready for my juty, like an honest mar- 5 i£r*6' 
steady from nor*norea*t. and we a 1 ' nf r, but,' say* I, 'I don't see no | some 


"Would you mind tellio' me your 
ratio' 7 says she, very polite, 
' 'Cook.' say* L 

' *Ah, good," says she, a clap pin' her 
bands; 'just what I been buntin' for. 
An' you look like a nice man, too.' 

' Thanks, ma'am.' says I, a blush - 
I in* an' bo win', T thankee very kirid- 
I ly; but 1 ain't no laud cook. I'm a 
ea cook, and a son of a sea cook.' 
" 'Of course,' say* she, airy, 'I 
knowed that. My 'usban' is tbe mars- 
ter of that there bark,, an' I'm a 
, old pipe, burned down at the p jct j n ' up a aew f or u [ m . i want 
From the pouch came out Qa . y uce< God-fearitt' men a aailin' 
old, old tobacco, whieb a sua with my I don't allow no 

liquor drinkers "board ship. My 
'usban' don't drink nothin' but cocoa 
He'* that fond of it be 
the ship Cocoa. Poller me, 
and sign up,' says she. 

-An' away goes that lady skipper, 
me lowin' behind like a dingey, to 
where a three-masted bark is lyin' at 
h-tr berth. 

"The skipper stood at the gangway 
as we went aboard, and when he see* 
u* he tips his hat an' bow*. 1 never 
see that done afore, so I tip* my hat, 
an* I bow*. When it come to bein' 
5: , th ^ polite. I don't allow no Briddisher to 
world reeled. Often 1 have smoked ^ 

chewing tobacco mixed with coffee , Wonl - ave we Ve?* says the 


out | 
stiff 

forefinger rammed like a cannon 
charge into the pipe. A bit of ashes 
to make the moist honor of tbe 
charge combustible followed, 

"Git to le'ward, and strike "er up!" 
says he. I lit my pipe and, being a 
handy man with a .light from old 
range -riding days, I saved it. and 
stooped to put the fire to his bowl. 

A vapor arose— I cannot call it 
smoke— it bore a greenish-yellow 
tint against the log. I had to lakc^a 

««stonallv-and 1 drew a whiff of 


tea, roast beans, red-willow bark, and 
other thtngs 1 when need pressed on 
the prairie, but never did I imagine 
anything short of Pluto's realm held 
i flavor like thai old, old pipe, 

I choked, and the tears trickled 
down my face. Hastily I climbed to 
wind'ard. Meanwhile my old fnend 
poisoned the air for yards around- 

As he was replacing his plunder, he 
glanced at the chamois bag. From 
this he took a gold watch and held it 

UP "Heyr said I. "Umme aoel" He 
passed it over. 

"She's solered," he 
"solered gol". Worth a pile o 


""What's the answer?" f asked him. 
He looked a trifle hurt. 
"1 tell "ee," says he, and his voice 
rose and fell with the moaning ca- 
dence of the surf on a far-off shore, 
"s'pose you lakes me up to the ho-tel 
and boys me one little drink to 
sweeten m" qilge? Then, mebbc, I 
can spin you the yarn about it. How s 
that strike you. skipper?" 

"Let us go at once." I answered, 
and with an agility surprising, he put 
hi* feet beneath him and we went up 
that rickety and old, old pier.' 

We had a table, two drinks, and ' 
all the time there was between us. It 
usual barroom of a fishing 
sanded floor, and so on- 
After the drink disappeared I 
called loudly for cigars; they 
bad — cabbage wrapper 
er filler, but that pipe! 
"My name." began the A. A. B, "is 

TbonTkTns; hut that don't matter." 
He held hi* cigar like a telescope, 
aailor fashion. "I was in Engerland," 


skipper, 

" 'The new cook,* says the lady, 
"that I just got for you!* 

" 'And very much obliged,' says the 
skipper, bow in" again, *o I bows and 
the lady bows, and we was bobbin' 
around there like buoys in a channel 
till the skipper run out his fin and 
says: 'How do, cook?' 

"1 wipes my hand on iny breeches 
and shook hearty. 'Fine, sir; fine!' I 
says, thinking to myself this is the 
politest old man I ever did see. 

" 'Cook,* says the skipper, 'you look 
to me lb be as good a cook has hever 
I lay me lamps on.* 

" 'That ain't for me to admit, sir, 
beggin' your pardon,' says I, thinkin* 
of that poor, foundered stummick of 
mine that was fairly clewed around 1 barkee 
my backbone. 'But then-', one ihing a day, nothin' "11 go rir>ht in the gal- 
1 may say: when I'm pa "» work, ley. So it inconvenienced me a lot; 
1 get at it— where'* the galley, sir?" but I was so struck I never peeped. 

"•Oh!" he answers. 'I wouldn't It was a beeyootiful sight, the skip- 
think of makin" yo turn to now. per an' hiv wife leadin' the per-ees- 
Take the rest of '-He ly ashore while »ion to church o* Sundays, and the 
yon gol the chanst, * foltenn' along behind in twos, 

'"Cap'n." I says, for me work with a fresh shave, a while hanker- 
comes fust, pleasure artcrward." an* clier, and a good, fresh 
I starts for the galley smoke 
" 'AH right, cookee,' say 



But.' 1 say., 'he drinks hi, 
c\ery mornin' just the same.' 

"'Does he tho'?' says Blue nose. 
My eye' But you got the cheek to 
lelj me thatr 
"Welt, he drunk his cocoa, but nev- 


l-ruinrms. We wouldn't gi v e him no 
more n a lca«poonful of water arter 
the cocoa, even at the fu*t. knowin' 
water *u< goin" to become a scarcity 
with it* slattin' aronn' in the ocean, 
An Blue-no-., he kicked some on 
that, but 1 got liim to sec reason. An' 
then the water give out altogether, 
an the skipper had to take tits cocoa 
dry. He got to prayin' again, but von 
don t ketch no Yankee s.-aman twieet 
on the same hook. Pray or no pray, 

Et? i° r »"° cu **' br " * nn he*— let 
him holler, rave, ruar, rar.ip, or not 

like he was minded to, hi ?ud tn take 

his cocoa. T'ord Hie I«t 1 is mouth 

was that dry he ouldn 'i waller none* 

hut anyhow he had it there to swatlcr. 

I done my juty. 

"Well. sir. you wouldn't b'lieve how 
provokm' the little rain squalls was. 
Tunc arter time we see them here an' 
yon all aroun' us. We'd row fur >m. 
an' they'd ju?t slip away, an' it looked 


| like when a gent is chasm' hi* hat 
; ashore. You t now how it jus' roll* 
er since I *ee salt spray fly was I in ilong from under his finrtr-iips. an* 
morse irobblc. '< stop* when he <tot.* and *tarl* wlirn 

"The next momin' I come on him .5 ,t3r \*! W ell. Mast me fi ff ger-head 

. . -i . . ... I* we uidn t cba^ ;hr- rdirc o* or.t o* 

quiet. wh.le. he lay a snonn and :h «, tl wua ll* :. hour, with ,he skiver 
l mkked the most ol it into his mouth a rowin" to b.-,i h. : ,, t !f and IUne-no«« 
afore he was right w oke up. Whiles *tre trhin' as far over tjie bows as M* 

lie was a chokin' and a splutterin* 1 l ." 1 * arni * his lot. g I. r- w.juM let 
• * ■ - .1 nmt — tiie a scttin on bis feet- — an' it 

heaved up an got away from there. | jusl r , jnril on , hf gJJ « 

i on never did hear such names as he | hrld? That - !, all. 

named me! -He come a Oritur: in* "Pull like we would, and stretch 
ag'm' the galley door, but I had her ', Iite a ." annycondy snake, we rouldn't 

| t ■ • ■ 3 ■ . * 


ed an' barriudetL ' JJI^ n wet thr rd|! * "' *»■' hat - 

"Tm a goin* to trice you up to the I }J*S5! ^*°._'l >ot , f , urdc ^ «n 
foretrucks. I am,' says tie. 
" 'You gotter get me fust," say* I, 


*l understand* you n.>u," 1 yays. 'VV»u 
come this cruise a purpose to swill 
rum, and that's all. There ain't no 
cargo, there ain't no nolbin' to it hut 
that No wonder you don't want M 
nice cocoa in the mornin'.* 
I " 'What's that to yon. you salt 
i horse pirate:" 
! tlin' swal>! 
ship." In - 
squiffed, I 
you tries to 
nttttusy. an' 
"'Oh. it k 


Mterttel — an' we with onr 
Iry as rope yarn an' 


unn 
tongtJ 

stickin' out a foot!" 

Again he paused. I distinctly heard 
a rattling in his throat. Mow potent 
a thing is memory! Whv. even to me 
there came a lime of three day* in 
the Bad Lands with a haminerinir 
sun. ind my throat shriveled to an 
•ay's he" 'You" pot -rat- i ""'''V so great the barkeeper could 


: in cap'n of this here 
'an' if 1 want to get 
> >uuiffed. and when 
Fred me cocoa, that's 
i>u*ll pay dear for it.* 
is It 1 * says I. 'So that's 
what? I.enmie tell you some more 
i what. You gct> me afore a court and 
I tell* 'em the promise I made your 
I wife — then you look ureat. don't yon 1 
| Har-Iiar-har !' I laughs, an' I could 


scarcely hear my cry but that his ear* 
were ci uncommon acuteness. 

"Thankee kindly, strr exclaimed 
the Ablc-Bod:td, ^s ugiin we lipped 
the foam. 

"Yes, siree'" be continued — T 
ihnucht I saw a chance in his face — 
!!ie va-t daiiKcr suddenly realised. 
His speech crc-.v ha-ty. as taut nerve* 
are v.unt to ^crvc. 
"W e sailed an' we sailed, despairin' 


hear him a grindin' of liis teeth as he j an ' * n ' broken-hearted. "There 
walked away wont be no nil watch for nie. I 

-Har-har-hAr" I hollers arter htm. think*, 'nothin' but Davy Jones an' a 
1 'f knows who's skipper of the Cocoa' "*cker with no number on it One 
: An' every mornin' you gets a etip of | ""i* 1 " » c . ome on »»« °, CMn - T « 

I the same** covered f.U. an that was ihe loneson.- 

" '.Mebbe.' savs he. dark an' threat- 1 r "'; thing you ever did Ijee! Yob 
enin'. 'vou won't live to tell the tale" I ^ abo »* . »" h y, 

"And sometimes it almost looked I , - b .'* rc w i,n 1 ."1 " 31 ?■ i ■ "* 


, like that. The best holt 1 had was to 
grab his whiskers, give one yank 
down, an' shoot her in a«ore he was 
awake. 

"Sometimes 1 got out safe, an" 
sometimes no. lie give* me this cut 
over the eye with the ship's ero- 
mometr- This little circular cut was 
where the spy-glass hit me, the other 
places means sea-boots an' belayin- 
pins an' things. 

"Sometimes we had it all over the 
floor, a nitin' an" a clawin" an' a 
scramblin' like a pair o' cats. He was 
huskier'n me, but I was more soople 
like. But every day, without me de- 
part in' fr 
juty as a 


them there Bible* an 
each other. It was hard, o" course, to 
get anybody to listen, so mostwisc 
they done the thing in dooets and 
treeos. An' the feller that hollered 
the loudest, he won. 

If you let a cuss out of you — 
nothin' ter'blc, but just a simple lit- 
tle easy "damn' — the hull dang ship's 
company would jump you and dry- 
dock you for the day. Now a cook ha*- 
ter swear. Other jobs come reason- 
able—you can pcrdict about "em. but 
cookin"? No. sir! That's an art, that 
be; an' if you don't cuss out the old 


Blue-nose :in* the »hipper didn't -eer.i 
like they was real. 

"'Am I dead'r" thinks t 'Am T a 
rowin' through purgatory?* 

"When, all of a suddent. there coma 
.i fla-h of read litjht, a bump, an' a 
lad sings out dead ahead. 'What** the 
matter of you fellers? Don't y- i 
know a dock when you sre one? 
Drunk agin, or what now -1 ' 

"An" there we was, sir, right back 
acin to that same, identical dock sre 
started from. We'd rowed a .:• . 
criurse to it. throuph a thousand mile 
o' ocean' 
"Next thing I kno-v* the skipper** 
was whisperin' in my ear: 'Did 


''But a pruramU is • prummis " 

preachin' to you're a regular pessyfog, an' I ain't I the way things was a going aboard 

got no use for your reasonin'." j ship— 'Cap'n, I says, 'where might we] had Vo lay was I'd tell' Ins wife. 


nv respect an' simple I ) v,!t , 
an. I put some o' that hr - ' a ! ce coro V . 

- mornin . :tu ant, rc^M.-.r, 


cocoa in his system, an' every day he | "'tve 
took to drink w orsc'n ever. He • * a - v5 


"'No? 
just the 
starts.' 

"What beat me, though, was ' 
was our cargo? We hadn't took 
aboard, but just lay a slattin' .- 


j coutdn't talk no mtitinv to me — alt 1 1 

had to sav was I'd tell' hi* wife, if he W* *ne. i ake 
| didn't hght it out with me man to • 'he^tch mtu 


'Oh. 

sb< 


says he; 'well, I'll stand by, be bound for?' 

when the typhoon! "'I* that any of your blighted bnsi-l roan - an ' t,anc t>f hi* sneakin' Brid 

Iness?* say* he. 'G'wan where you be- 1 * ,h T***tJ* * Ih **»*' 
,„ „ „ . pound more n me at that, 

long. Be off now, you vntal *cavcn- "J dunno how it would ha' ended If 
ger, or I'll tie you in a knot.* it baddrn't '*' been fitr the water- 


werry good! So vverrygeiod" 
Take thr* — "and she above* 
my hands. "I'.ood* 


ter- 


you re 

a willin' hand— go forrud and get 
busy," 

"In about five minutes t hatter let 
two ho'es ou'n my belt. I swallered 
them biscuits whole. Three days' 
fasu'n' will give you s 

"For the two week* we laid in port 

aVcTr^tba' ship. Nothin' but bo win' 
an* beggin' pardon and excuse me 
an" ettyket. Even them 'prentice boys 
was took with the idee, and a plain 
seaman thanks me with tears in his 


taccer, 

"Blut-note was third .natc. Him 
an' nie bunked in the fore cabin. I 
couldn't get a fair we'd out o* him 
about the bus'ties*. try like I might. 
No. air! 

"'Ha!* says he through his nose. 
'Nice Christian cap'n. hey I Well, yon 
wail till we gets blue vater liftin* 
under us. an* he'll be a bkomio' 

I a - ¥ l. x-w— I J 

pirate — i know Mis Kina. 

"'Cheer up. man.' I says; 'I 
wouldn't have a disposition like your* 
and try to run a brick scow. You 
can't see nothin' in the hull danged 
ocean but a place to get, drownded in. 


i ere 
• -tie 

our 

bles. Here, then, comes a load or 
two of little boxes, and the next day 
we sail*. 

"That night the skipper's 
come to me an' say*, says *he: 

"'Cook, you're heavin' up tomor- 
fer.' 

"'Ye*, ma'am,' says I. 

"'Will you do me a favor, cook?* 
says she. 

"'I will that, ma'am,' says I 'There 
couldn't be nothin' you an" the cap'n 
would ask me for to do I wouldn't do 
it more'n willin'. Heave ahead, 
ma'am," I says, 'There's, a fair wind 
an' ample sea -room." 

"'This,* says she. solemn, 't want 
you to promise on your oath as a sca- 
farin' man, that you'll give the cap'n 
a cup of cocoa every mornin'— never 
mind what happen*. If you do." say* 
she, 'I'll give you this nice gol" watch 
when you come back," an" she hoi's up 
this here very same watch I was a 


"Welt, it looked to me like this was 
the place that dreams come true. 

"I says: 'You can trust me. ma'am. 
Soon"* this v'yage is over here I'll be 
a claimia' of this watch. Just a cup 
of eocoa in the mornin'— am I un- 
dcrstandin' of you correct, ma'am?' 

"That's all,' says she. Afterward 


"I was that astonished I near drop- 
ped to the deck. 

"'Why. cap'n.' I say*, 'such a ship 
a* this used to be for politeness I 
never did see! It ain't for me to give 
a skipper no lip. nor say nothin" un- 
" to a seaman's place. But." 
1 *I only wish.' I *ays, 'that 
somebuddy could let you know what 
a consamed. oily mouthed, double- 
eyed hipperkrit I think you be.' 

""What!* he roars, and grabs up a 
belayin'-pin and comes for me. I 


The transition wa» *o *lt:irp 1 *at a 
moment stunned- Th- AMe-Bodied 
was gone. 1 c<»dd not tell v. l'.etlicr 
the la-: word* wart addrrsscd to mc 
or whether they fo-nie.1 part of tho 
narrative. 
The ba-kerper volunteered. 
"Seen hi* wife eomin' — bad to) 
skip." said he. 

"Remarkable story, that," I answer- 
ed, to gain time. 

The liarkrefer crahneil at his cunter 
for support 


snip!* 

"I was a holdin' onto 


with my teeth, for the ship 
perpendicular, but while it 


the 


took along furrud, him aclose fol- 
lerin". N 

"It was quite a little chase, with all 
them able -bodies, the Blue-nose, and 
the little 'prentice boys lookin' on for 
to see, and cheerin' both, indefinite. 

"I see he was a goin" to chase me 
plumb off'n the bowsprit,*** I took up 
the foremast, him arter me, hollerin": 
Heave to. you soup-hound, afore I 
scuttles yer with this here belayin'- 
pin !* 

" But I didn't heave to. I kept a 
climbin". When 1 come to the fore- 
truck I couldn'j go no fnrdcr, but the 
skipper was close behint. so I hand- 
il acrosst the foreskysait 
bract, • hundred and fifty foot from 
the deck, to the mainmast, but I felt 

,. ... , .. .. -ioi inose sta-tnen rapid-hrc cigar* in 

the slay shaking under his weight and sc |f-dc(ense. 8 

I kepi on— climb up to the main sky- i I cannot tell you how engrossed I 


spout. I v. as gettin' the caitlkm' 
worked out o' me. It certain tired me 
sore, 

"But one day the lookout hollers: 
"Waterspout on the lee bows! Thar 
she blows!" 

"And havin' see seeh afore in the 
Injy Ocean. I grabs some grub, a 
water keg, 'baccy, and a can o" cocoa 
an' loads it aboard one of the ship's 
boa;* I told htm 

"That waterspout stood the Cocoa ,aid h *- " thal aco ^ tm,i '"r, iL 

on her tail. I grabbed the cap'n with) 1 wondered « was -iniKin' wh\" • 
one band and Blue-nose with the oth- "Ywi don't believe thnt story? 
er an' pulled 'em toward the boat. There is 
The skipperr, be was a true Briddish needless- 
seaman at heart, because he yells " Prentice Ws on a ho.'kerr snort- 
whiles I had him in the air: 'Cookee! ed the barkeeper. "My Marv Ann I 
See that I'm the last man to leave the ! Captain drinkm" cocoa! Glory he! 


"Sav. where jon from?" he ca^i'c !. 


tone that render* word* 


davits 
plumb 
_J quite 

a strain, I couldn't refuse no scch 
truc-li carted request as that, so I 
held him aloft till the last little 'pren- 
tice boy skinned over the scuppers, 
then jumped aboard, pulled him arter 
me, an' cut the fall*. 

"We dropped one hundred an' fifty 
foot, clear, but not straight, 
that waterspout was whirlin' things 
around so. Wr must ha' been in the 
air nigh on ten minutes, an*, stout 
seamen tho* we all was, we was 
norzhysted Tihen at last we struct: 
the heavin'' ocean.'* 

Here my Able- Bodied paused for 
breath. Also to light his pipe; at the 
first flash of the match I grabbed one 
those six-inch rapid-fire 


"Who i» the old cus. ant how?" I 
cried in wrath. 

"Him?" said the barkeeper. "Ctd 
Tom? Second deck-ban 1 on a earb.iee 
*cnw alt the day* of hi* tiie. FUheJ a 
kid out of the drink with a boat-hook 
once, and the kid's old .n gave him 
that watch. Come around another dav 
and he'll tell you another story 
iL Have a drink'" 

i walked to the door and caxed 
becos the desolate scene. There lay the old, 
old dock, and thrre. senrrying along be- 
fore an irate female pervm, nimbly fled 
rm old. old friend 

Cray was the day, and grayer mj 
thoughts. 

The hollf'wne^s oi t bines bore sharp- 
ly one me — with such an imminent* 
and vehemence that I fled across the 
wav and ordered one broiled steak, two 
plates of fried potatoes, one doien riw 
oysters, and a pot ol coffee. After all, 
I bad a fine appetite. 
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